io6                         THE DESERT OF LOVE

She was careful now never to go out at the times he might be
likely to come. So simple is the squalid game of passion that a
youth can master it on his very first adventuring into love. It
needed no worldly-wise counsellor to persuade this one to "let
her cook in her own juice."

After waiting for four days, she was in a fit state to lay all the
blame for his silence on herself. *f talked to him about nothing
but my own troubles, and about Fra^ois. It must have been
terribly depressing for him. What possible interest could he take
in my album? I ought to have asked him about his life. ... I
ought to have laid myself out to win his confidence. . . . He is
bored with me ... thinks me just a tedious woman. . . . What
if he never comes back?'

What if he never came back? To such an extent did she worry
over the possibility, that it was well on the way to becoming a
torment. *I may wait as long as I like, he won't come. I have lost
my hold on him. He's at the age when young men don't suffer
bores gladly. Better face it, the whole thing is over and done
with. .. .* The evidence was too shattering, too rterrible. He
would never come back. Maria Cross had filled up the last well
to be found in her desert. Nothing now but sand. The most
dangerous of all things in love is the flight of one of the parries
to the plot. The presence of the adored is, more often than not,
an obstacle to passion. When she was with Raymond Courreges
she saw, in the first place, a young creature whose innocent
heart it would be a crime to disturb. She remembered whose
son he was. The last traces of childhood in his face reminded her
of her own lost boy. Even in thought she could not draw near
that young body save with a sense of ardent modesty. But now
that he was no longer there, now that she feared she might never
see him again, of what use was it any longer to mistrust the
muddied waters of her heart, the dark confusion of her feelings?
Now that this fruit was to be dashed from her thirsty lips, why
deprive herself of the satisfaction of imagining the flavour she
would never know in fact? Whom would she wrong by so